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Swap Meet 


Author's Notes: 
Wrote this in a span of a couple hours today. | was prompted by my co-worker with \"swap meet\" and 
\"Tony/Henkka\" in a boring meeting. Thanks to Lia for the look over :) 


Henkka huffed breath through his nose and lugged another box from the truck He stopped to drop the box 


next to the stand, wiping a handkerchief across his face. 
Tony looked up from the stall and smiled at him. "Thanks for helping me out" 
Henkka grunted and took a swig of water. "Yeah, sure, no problem." 


Tony shuffled around the books and knickknacks on the table, fingers lovingly stroking the pieces before placing 


each in a specific area 


The keyboardist grabbed the last box and locked up his truck. His eyes scanned the empty parking lot, a frown 


covering his face. He walked back to Tony and set down the box. 


"Um Tony, where is everyone else? This place is deserted" 

Tony glanced up and smiled. "They'll be here. 

Henkka shrugged and started to unload the boxes with Tony. 
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Tony put out the last piece and sat down on a nearby chair. He took a drink from his water bottle and waited 
Henkka looked up from his PSP with a raised eyebrow. ‘ls that everything?" 


The singer checked the table for anything missing and nodded. "Yep, we have everything now. We just have to 


wait for them to show up 

ee 

Tony grinned. "Yes, the customers” 

Henkka frowned. "What about the other sellers?" 

"There aren't any, just me. I'm the only one they want 

Henkka cocked his head to the side. "You're not making any sense" 

Tony chuckled "You'll see. | dont want to ruin it for you" 

RK 

Henkka frowned for the tenth time that day and shivered. He looked up at the cloudless sunny sky in confusion 
"Hey Tony, do you... 
He was stopped midway by the presence of a shadowy outline of a figure walking toward them 


Tony got up from the chair. "Welcome!" He said with a smile. "We have a lot of things available today. Let me 


know if you have any questions." 
Henkka gaped at the figure, not sure what he was really looking at. And then it hit him right between the eyes. 


He shuffled over to Tony and pulled him aside. "Tony, that's a g-ghost:" 


Tony smiled. "I think they prefer spirit, but yes, that's true.” 

Henkka stared at him. "You knew? What the hell is going on?" 

The figure approached them, clutching a black and white salt/pepper shaker. 
Tony smiled at the customer. "Oh, that's a very good purchase. ls two bits" 


The figure nodded and pulled out two coins from within his invisible clothes. He handed them to Tony and 


walked away. 

Tony waved after the figure. "Thank you for your business, come again soon" 

Henkka stared at Tony like he'd just lost his mind. "What..how..| am so confused" 

The singer chuckled and put the coins into a box. "It's best to not think too much about it" 
"| don't get it. Why are you selling to ghosts?" 


Tony shrugged. "Why not? Its not like they don't need anything when they're dead. They run out of stuff like 
we do. The only difference is they come out during this weekend and not on others.” 


Henkka's jaw dropped. "Wait, you come out here only on this weekend to sell to them? How long have you been 


doing this?" 
Tony stretched in his chair. "| don't know, years | guess. It's a way to get rid of old stuff | have lying around” 
"Where does it go?" 


"Hell if | know, somewhere else. I've never seen it pop up here again, so | assume somewhere away from here. 


Does it really matter?" 

Henkka frowned. "Well, what if it's all sitting in some ditch somewhere in Finland?" 

Tony shook his head. "No, they wouldn't do that, I'm sure of it. You don't know them like | do." 
Henkka's eyebrow rose. "Tony, they don't even speak, how could you possibly know them?" 


The singer rolled his eyes. "You don't have to talk to them to know how they act. They cherish these objects, 


as they have when they were still alive. They would never throw them away." 
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Henkka watched in disbelief as, one by one, ghosts lined up to buy things from Tony. He shook his head and 


wondered if he was dreaming. 


Tony smiled and complimented them on their purchases, happily taking their old coins. 


The keyboardist fished out his cell phone, needing to tell Marko about this. He frowned at the display which 


read no signal. 

Tony glanced over and laughed. "It doesn't work out here." 

"Why not?" 

Tony shrugged. "I don't know, it just doesn't. At least until the day is over." 
Henkka pouted. "Well, when is the day over? Dusk?" 


Tony looked down at the old clock on the corner of the table. "It looks like another two hours to go. Sorry if 
its boring for you." 


Henkka blushed. "No, it's not. | just.do the others know about all of this?" 
Tony smiled and took the money from another customer. "Thank you for coming back, miss" 
The young woman nodded and carried away the mirror with the studded handle. 

Henkka watched her walk away a few feet and then vanish without a trace. 


Tony chuckled. "Yes, they know. Jani and Marko have come out with me a few times. Tommy, well, wasn't that 


enthusiastic about it." 

Henkka nodded. "Wait, what about Elias?" 

Tony hesitated. "l..| haven't asked him yet. I'm waiting..waiting for the right time." 
Henkka laughed. "You don't want to scare him away." 


Tony waved his hands. "Well, sort of. |.well, | don't ask everyone to do this with me. Just people | trust and 
think that might like it" 


A blush crept across the keyboardist's face. "Ohum, thanks. | feel.honored. 


Tony patted him on the back and laughed. "You don't have to do it again if you don't want to." 


| don't mind it" He shrugged. "It's kind of quiet out here." 


Tony sighed. "Yeah, it is. | think that's why | don't mind doing it every year. I'm helping them out and l'm 


relaxing for the most part." 
A small boy wandered up to the table and looked at the objects. 


Tony's breath hitched and he got up from his chair to walk around the table. He crouched down beside the 
boy. "Hi there again. 


The boy backed away from Tony a little. He fixed his eyes on Henkka and cocked his head to the side. 
Tony smiled. “It's ok, that's just Henkka. He's harmless: 

The boy nodded and glanced back at the table. 

Tony reached up and grabbed the small stuffed bear to the side. "Is this what you're looking for?" 


The boy's face lit up, a smile forming on his face. His hand shook as he reached out for the bear in Tony's 


hand. 


Tony let go of the bear and bit his lip. "It was mine when | was little. | kept it aside, hoping you would show up 


again" 

The boy hugged the bear against his body, face rubbing the worn brown fur. 

"I take it, you like it?" 

The boy glanced over at Tony and nodded. He reached down and emptied his pockets. A frown crossed his face. 
‘Its ok, you can have it for free." 

The boy looked at Tony's with confusion 

Tony smiled. "I saved it for you, | want you to have it" 

The boy nodded and opened his mouth to say something. He frowned when nothing came out. 


Tony sighed. "You can't speak anymore, you're dead now. Its ok, | know what you're going to say. Take care of 


him. 


The boy's head cocked to the side. 


Tony chuckled. "Oh sorry, | mean the bear. | named it Karhu. It was my friend growing up. 

The boy nodded and held the bear tighter. He glanced over at Henkka and smiled before walking away. 
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Henkka looked over at Tony with awe. "Wow, that was so cool 

Tony chuckled and wiped away a tear from his face. “It's my job" 

The keyboardist frowned. "What's wrong? Aren't you happy he has your bear?" 


Tony shook his head. "No, it's not that. | just..every time | see him it hurts. | mean, the others died when they 


were older, but this boy died.he must have been eight or so. He never got a chance to live very long." 
"Yeah, thats true. He never got much of a life." 


Tony swallowed the lump in his throat. "This is..this is why | never wanted kids. l'm so afraid they'll end up like 


him, never getting a chance to experience life like | have." 


Henkka got up from his chair and laid a hand on Tony's shoulder. "You can't know that. He's just one of millions 
of kids born in this world, and most grow up to be adults. He just..well, he just wasn't destined to do that." 


"Still, | don't want to risk it. | just. don't want to go through the pain of watching my child die." He paused and 
took a drink of water. "It's pretty much the reason Tommy doesn't come with me anymore. He was the first 


one to see this boy two years ago." 


"Yeah, | can imagine." Henkka grimaced as he pulled Tony into his arms. "Actually.there was something | wanted 


to tell you. lm- lm going to be a daddy soon’ 

Tony glanced up. "Really?" 

Henkka nodded. "Yeah, in like three months. We don’t know what the sex is yet" 

Tony sighed. "So, | guess you won't be joining me anymore. l.l understand! 

Henkka stroked Tony's hair. "No, | think | will again next year. | kind of..l kind of like it" 

A small smile crept across Tony's face. "Really? You sure..| don't want you to be uncomfortable or anything" 
Henkka snuggled Tony in his arms. "Yeah, lm sure. You're stuck with me for now’ 


Tony beamed and looked over at the clock. "And it's about time. Sometimes it's really busy and sometimes it's 


kind of empty. Though..l'm glad he showed up again." 


Henkka patted Tony on the back and released him from the hug. "Me too. | look forward to seeing him next 


year. Maybe we can give him a Sonata shirt?" 
Tony snorted. "Ha ha, very funny.” 
Henkka winked at him. "Well, he is a fan. Maybe not of our music, but definitely of you." 


Tony blushed and started to pack up the leftover stuff into boxes. 


